TO SEE A FINE LADY
Because of the lisp of the water we could not hear
what he said, but the chauffeur nodded in answer and
the servant turned back to the house.
" Calling him to supper/' breathed Hubert.
My cousin was right.
Almost at once the chauffeur passed out of our
view—no doubt to enter the car, for an instant later
we saw the bonnet go backwards and disappear.
The car had passed into the coach-house.
The chauffeur reappeared, plunged his hands into
the basin and shaking the water from them, fought
his way into his coat. Then he crossed the yard to
the kitchen and we saw him no more.
Now the fellow had been too quick to have shut
the coach-house doors: it follows that the Rolls was
ready to anyone's hand, and since dusk had now come
in, an attempt to carry her off could hardly have
failed. There was light enough to see by, yet not
enough to show up a thief, and though the servants
were near, they were sitting at meat. And that, in
a lighted room.
If only we could gain the courtyard, some twenty-
five feet below . . .
For ten minutes we sought a way down, and sought
in vain. While Hubert crawled as far as the kitchen,
I made my way round to the gate-house—to no avail:
and before we had met again above the garage, I had
seen as clear as daylight the blunder which we had
made.
Two of us four should have stayed beyond the water,
ready to enter the courtyard and act on the information
tKe others had won. 'But now our return was cut off,
and if, as seemed certain, the only way we could enter
was'by the archway and bridge, we should have to
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